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Blood- an- Ouns, 


Och, dear, dear! what can 
the Matter be? 


* 


I old at No. 42, Long Laue.] 


AT fixteen years old you cou'd get little good 
EX 7 CR FFF) re eg 

Then Iſaw Norah, who ſedn underſtood of me, 
lea ine e, but myſelf or the blo d oi me, 
Could not tell what I did ail; 
Tas dear, dear] what can the matter be? 

Geh, blood an buns ! hat can the matter be? 
Och, Gramactree! what can the matter be? 

Bother'd from head to the tal. 


* 


I'went to confeſs me to Father O' F lannag an, 9 
Told him my caſe, mad: an end, then began again, . 
Father, ſays l, make me ſoon my own man agen, Me 5 
If you figd ot what I ail; ON 
| Dear, dear! (ys he, what can the matter be? 
Oc, blo >d-2n-ouns | can you tell what can the. 
matter be? 5 
Both er ed, wi at can the mattet be? 
Bother'd from head to tae tail, 


Saon! fell fick, I did bellow and curſe again, 

Norah took pity to fee me at uutſe again, 

Gave mz a kilrt, O zZounds | that threw me worſe 
again | 

Well the ow what I did ail; | 

But dear, dear | ſays ſhe, what can the matter be? 

Oc, blood an-ours | my laßs, wh.t Canine matter 
be ? 

Both cried, what can the matter be! 

Bechet'e from head to the tan. 


Tis long row ſi ee T ft Tipperary, 
How ſtr.-n76, growing older, our nature ſhould 
va Y 
All fympions a S gone of my ancient quand ary, 
I ca net tell now b tail | 
But dear, drar, &c. 


